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My husband and I share a shelf in our living room and it’s full of homemade pottery. When we first 

moved in, it was the only shelf, the only place, really, that we could truly call ours. The rest of the 

house was cluttered with other people’s belongings; presents from relatives, old second-hand video 

games, even our bedspread – for god’s sake – was donated from my parents. Of course, at the time, 

this wasn’t planned; when I’d envisioned a house of my own, it hadn’t been a hand-me-down from 

my younger sister, who needed somewhere bigger. But, despite all of this, we thought we had it all. It 

was supposed to be a temporary stay, while Patrick and I found our feet as newly-weds. Anyway, 

we’re still here, twenty years after move-in day. 

 The centrepiece of our shelf is a shallow bowl with a few waring chips. I pick it up, tilting it 

in my hands. We’d made it together, using our second-hand pottery wheel which Patrick had bought 

off eBay. He said it was a gift for me – for us – to celebrate as I’d recently found out I was pregnant 

only two months into our marriage. When I saw those two little dashes appear on the test, I’d gone 

into some sort of panic; we were already clawing at our dissipating savings account and struggling to 

pay the bills. Perhaps that’s why, to my despair, I felt a tiny ounce of relief when the doctor told us 

we’d lost the baby. 

 I bring the bowl up to my chest, cradling it as if one wrong move would send it crumbling to 

the floor. The cool ceramic warms against my skin. We’d made it on a Sunday afternoon, four weeks 

after the miscarriage. I’d changed out of my pyjamas, taken a gulp of lukewarm tea and stepped into 

my wellies. I had to squeeze my calves into them. I’d put weight on. 

 “Where’re you going?” Patrick had said, stretching his arms over his head and stifling a 

yawn. He hadn’t shaved for a while and he was beginning to look like his dad. 

 “To the shed,” I said, pulling on my coat. “To try out that pottery wheel.” Then, with a smile, 

“you coming, Swayze?” 

 It’d taken us almost an hour to make. We certainly weren’t professionals by any measure; my 

clumsy hands allowed a lot of the clay to splatter up the wooden walls and over the windows. It even 

flung off the wheel and onto Kibble, our cat (who was actually our neighbour’s cat), who was 

unimpressed to say the least. 

 “We need to get it off her,” Patrick said, lifting her off the ground. Her front legs stretched out 

rigidly in discomfort. 

 “Well, we can’t exactly give her a bath,” I said, trying to keep the clay under control. 



 “What do you suggest?” he asked, cat still suspended in the air, Lion-King-style. 

 We’d ended up getting the hose-pipe on her, poor thing. She hadn’t liked that at all. Patrick 

had to flick the water up from beneath her (she’d bitten me when we’d tried to douse her from above) 

as I held her out at arm’s length.  

“Her legs are swaying too much,” Patrick said, voice stuttered with laughter. “Hold her still.” 

“I’m trying – I’m trying!” But by that point my sides ached with silly, beautiful laughter. And 

then Patrick kissed me for the first time in four weeks. I feel it now, the sense of his lips on mine for 

only a second before the memory disappears. I place the bowl back on the shelf next to its neighbour, 

Ugly Jug. 

Ugly Jug, bless it, doesn’t really function as a jug. I just can’t bare to part with it, though. I 

reach out with my finger and stroke its holey exterior. The handle is uneven, the spout is too large and 

I’d never got around to painting it. It almost looks happy, perching up there with the rest, looking 

down on me. I dodge the empty cardboard boxes on the floor and delve into the bits and bobs 

cupboard, where we keep everything we don’t have a place for. In there, I find an old felt tip which 

only just about works. I have to scribble it a few times on an old newspaper before the black ink 

comes out. The pen stumbles over Ugly Jug’s surface as I curve a line just beneath its spout. A 

wobbly smile for a wobbly jug. 

Patrick had made it for me three years after the bowl. He’d had to google a ‘helpful hints’ 

guide on pottery making, which hadn’t proved to be very helpful. I smile at the thought of his face 

when he’d presented it to me. A proud artist, displaying his work. 

“I made it for you,” he said. 

“I can see that.” 

“Because I think you deserve it.” 

I laughed and slipped my arm through his. “Oh, my.” 

“Look inside.” 

That day had been so cold. I remember this because there were icicles dangling from our 

window sill and I’d been outside, taking pictures of them. I placed the camera on the table and picked 

up the jug, squinting into it. At the bottom sat a folded piece of paper. Looking at him suspiciously, I 

tried to pinch it out. 

“My hand will get stuck.” I chuckled and tipped it upside down, careful not to chip the jug 

any more than it already was. 

“Read it.” Patrick gleamed at me, the lines at the corner of his mouth creasing. 

I opened the paper, which turned out to be a letter. “Patrick,” I said, reading a few lines. “Is 

this –?” 

“It’s an acceptance letter, hon.” He pulled me into a hug. 

“Oh, Pat,” I said. “You got the job!” I squeezed him, my head against his shoulder. 



He pulled back, still smiling. “Higher salary, good hours. We could... you know, start 

thinking about…” 

I paused. The cold of the day melted away and a ball of warmth rose in my chest. It was all I 

could feel before the words that had been avoided for so long whispered from my mouth. “A baby,” I 

said. 

I swallow to clear the lump in my throat and put the lid back on my felt tip. William was, and 

still is, the best thing that’s ever happened to us; our miracle child. Growing up, he was a lively kid, 

always off playing at the park with his friends or in the garden fighting (imaginary) soldiers. When he 

was twelve, Patrick had taught him how to use the pottery wheel and he’d made me a flower pot for 

my birthday. Of course, I still keep it up there, in between Ugly Jug and the teapot. 

Every year since then, William has bought me flowers to keep the pot in use. “Sweet 

Williams,” he says, “because all Williams are sweet.” And each time I cherish them, doting on them 

to keep them blooming for as long as possible. Patrick used to call me the Crazy Plant Lady every 

time he saw me watering them or making sure they have enough light. 

“Crazy Plant Lady is my alter-ego,” I’d say. “She sprouts once a year.” 

“Well, I love Crazy Plant Lady. She should sprout up more often.” 

And then Patrick started buying me flowers more often; daffodils, lilies, roses, but never 

Sweet Williams; he saved those for our son. He’d buy a bunch every couple of months, that was, until 

he met her. After that, I didn’t receive a single petal. 

I move closer to the shelf. The chip from last Christmas is still there; we’re lucky the angel 

hadn’t caused more damage. Patrick had been so angry, that night. I was, too, but for the right 

reasons. 

“What’re these?” I’d asked, opening up a case of new baubles for the Christmas tree. 

Patrick hoisted his green trousers over his beer belly. “They’re baubles, Darling.”  

“I can see that.” 

“What’s wrong? I thought they’d liven up these crappy old things we use every year.” 

I tipped them out onto the sofa next to the rest of the decorations. “They’re plastic-y. Where 

did you find these? Poundland?” 

He picked one up, fondling it between his chubby fingers like he would his lover. “You don’t 

like them?” 

“I like the old ones.” 

“What, like this one?” He pointed at a large, ceramic angel my mother had given me. “You 

can’t see her face anymore.” 

I touched my cheek with the back of my hand. “You chose that one, remember?” I said. “You 

can’t throw her away.” 

Patrick turned, rubbing the back of his hand against his forehead. He leant down and silenced 

the Christmas carols blaring from the stereo. “I wasn’t suggesting we do that.” 



“Well, what are you suggesting, Pat? Are you going to replace her? Just like that?” I swatted 

the sofa, sending a few baubles rolling to the floor. 

His face turned red and the lines in his forehead deepened. He lifted the old angel. “Why do 

you have to make everything into such a big deal?” 

“You don’t think about me anymore.” 

“What? Of course I do.” 

“Oh, bullshit. If you could just keep it in your –” I dodged out the way of the hurtling 

decoration, which banged against the pottery shelf and sent our handmade teapot smashing to the 

floor. It broke into three segments. We looked at each other, our breaths shallow, waiting to find out if 

all this was even real. I lowered my hands from my face, slowly. 

“I’ll, er,” Patrick said, clearing his throat. “I’ll get the superglue.” 

The teapot was nothing special, but it took an hour and a half for us to repair it. Patrick lined 

the edges of the segments with the glue and I tried to hold them in place as best as I could, but they 

kept slipping from my grip. In the end, our fingers played twister to keep everything in place while 

the glue dried. We didn’t speak a word to each other the whole time. It was during this silence that I 

decided I would have to leave; the cracks were too large. I couldn’t look at us the same way; she’d 

been here, sitting on our sofas and drinking from our mugs. Our house had been infected; everything 

was contaminated. Nothing was safe anymore. 

I lift the lid of the teapot and stand on my tip-toes to peep inside. I’m not sure what I’m 

expecting; it’s not like a genie will appear, offering three wishes. The cracks are still visible, but it 

looks like they could fall apart at any moment. I pick up one of the empty cardboard boxes that 

surround me and balance it on my hip. Shuffling round the room, I pack away candle holders, picture 

frames and various ornaments. Empty sentiments. I even clear out the bits and bobs cupboard, which 

is quite a task. When that box is full, I select another, repeating the process. 

The room becomes a bare shell; the bland walls look even more bland and the mantelpiece 

looks odd and lonely without the clutter overcrowding it. William appears at my side and puts a hand 

on my shoulder. He’s so tall, now; I still don’t quite believe he’s my son. 

“You okay, Mum?” he asks, his blonde curly hair drooping over his eyes. When I don’t reply, 

he lifts a full box and makes his way to the door. “I’ll start packing up my car.” 

“Yeah, thanks, love.” I tuck a loose strand of hair behind my ear and take a breath. All that’s 

left is the shelf, proudly displaying our pottery. It looks funny, really, in such an empty room, 

ridiculous, in fact. I glance out of the window, see William head-first in the boot of his car and zigzag 

my way over to the shelf of pottery. “Is this how you’d see it end?” I ask them. Ugly Jug smiles and I 

can’t help but laugh. “No, me neither.” I pick up the bowl again and hold it against my chest as if it 

were a baby.  

She’d been here. She’d seen our creations and invaded our privacy. I think of her fingers 

caressing the edges of the bowl, just as I do. Perhaps she’d even held it, brought it to her chest…  



I launch it at the wall and watch it shatter into more pieces that can be fixed.  

Hooking my fingers under another heavy box, I lift it up, feeling the strain in my arms. This 

was meant to be a temporary stay, after all. I turn towards the door, careful not to rip my slippers on 

the shards of ceramic. “This is it,” I say. “The end.” 

And then, just as I turn the corner, I see him. Patrick; the man who could’ve had it all. 

 


